She was very curious about my foreign clothes, and insisted on turning up my skirts to see what I wore underneath, showing me in turn that she herself wore a succession of coats, seven in number, all shaped exactly alike, but the inner ones less elaborately embroidered. The innermost one of all was of fine unbleached linen edged with bands of black satin.
She told me how nervous she was at night, and that she always had two slave-girls sleeping on the floor by her k'ang whilst others kept watch outside her door. It was a strange experience to sit there talking in this simple way to the Empress of China, and stranger still to realize that this friendly little woman with the brown face of a kindly Italian peasant was the mysterious and powerful autocrat who ruled the destinies of the largest Empire in the world, the tyrant who had deliberately debased and degraded the unfortunate Emperor sitting beside her, the fiend who had egged on the Boxers to nameless outrages !
Was she really responsible for all this, or was she only a tool in the compelling hand of Destiny ?
I had an interesting experience, to which I look back with pleasure, when, late in the autumn of 1903, I went with a friend, at the invitation of Yuan Shih Kai, at that time Viceroy of Chihli, to Paoting Fu, to revisit the College or University he had established there in an attempt to impart a Western education on Western university lines to Chinese students. The college was managed by an American called Dr. Tenney, a charming and cultured man.
The Viceroy entertained us royally, sending six cooks and four servants for our use. Champagne flowed at every meal. He was a very interestingShe was very curious about my foreign clothes, and
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